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Chapter 1: Again & Again 

This story contains a lot of triggers of rape and violence. Please do not read if these are 
triggers for you or if you are uncomfortable with/dislike this material. 

This story is not a new story but a repost from my old account, LADY JANE. 

Hermione was in a room. 


It had a bed, and a short exploration had revealed a shower, sink, and toilet. 


The bathroom was a doorway—the door, for there had been one at some point—had long ago 
been removed. 


The only door was locked, and no matter how she turned the handle or threw herself at the 
door, screaming for help no one came. She had done that for what felt like at least an hour 
before giving up, exhausted. 


She paced now, looking at white walls. A simple bed, made for a single person, with a metal 
frame. 


In many ways, the room looked like something out of an asylum—all it needed was a doctor ina 
white lab coat and herself in patient garb. 


She herself wore her pajamas—green plaid paints and an oversized t-shirt. She was one for 
comfort, after all. Her feet were bare, and they were cold. The whole room was cold, but she 
didn’t want to go anywhere near the bed, at least not until she knew more about this place. 
As if on cue, the door opened, and she blinked, dumbfounded. 


Draco Malfoy closed the door behind him, without turning around, and leaned against the door. 
He was dressed in his usual black, and crossed his arms, watching her with disinterest. 


“Malfoy?” 
“Were you expecting someone?” 
His voice was quiet, barely audible. 


Hermione could not believe that Malfoy had a hand in her being here. But he couldn’t be 
working alone. 


But still, this was Malfoy. A classmate. Yes, he was a cruel git, but he was still a class mate. 
Still trying to digest this, she slowly asked, “What's going on?” 


“| want to spend some quality time with you.” 
She stared at him, “You’re not funny, Malfoy. Why am | here? Is this to get Harry?” 


He glanced up at the ceiling, as if searching for patience, then back at her, “It never gets easier, 
does it?” His voice was strangely...gentle. 


It was downright unnerving, and Hermione was trying very hard not to show any signs of fear. 
She did not even have a wand. 


He kicked off the wall and began to walk towards her, a slow, predatory walk. 


“It’s convenient to use spells, but you and | are always forced to start from scratch. For 
instance...” He caught her wrist, and gripped it hard, “Do you have any idea how many times 
I’ve fucked you?” 


Her eyes widened and she tried to pull away, unsuccessfully, and hissed, “Could you be 
anymore twisted, you slimy bastard?!” She kicked at him, but he wrapped an arm around her 
and pinned her against him. 


It was extremely uncomfortable, and frightening, how much stronger he was—and this was 
Malfoy! 


“You see—“ His mouth was at her ear, his voice a hot and breathy whisper, “—the first time | 
was just angry. So. Fucking. Angry. It was so easy. All | had to do was follow you into the girl’s 
room—you know all it takes is a little warning on the door and no one will come in.” 


She was certain he was lying—albeit a really messed up lie—“I don’t know what you’ve been 
on—* 


“You cried and begged me to stop. The entire time, and all | could think was this is it. I’ve finally 
put the mudblood in her place.” He paused. “Obliviate took care of any chance of capture. In 
fact, it became a good friend.” 


She froze, “You're lying. It would take a very skilled wizard to practice that spell—* 


He laughed, “And do you think | just sit around and twiddle my thumbs while daddy plays with 
the dark lord? From whom do you think | learned?” 


She shook her head, feeling sick, “No—* 


“Don’t you remember Hermione?” His hand snaked down to the front of her trousers where he 
cupped the very feminine V between her legs, and she blanched, immediately squeezing her 
legs shut around his hand. 


“How many times did you feel disoriented? How often did feel an unaccountable ache here?” He 
squeezed her there, and she gasped, trying to pull away again, unsuccessfully, “For all your so- 
called intelligence it didn’t help you identify the fact that | was fucking you senseless at least 
once a week.” 


She was going to throw up. She was seriously going to throw up. 


“One time, you even—can you believe it—I fucked you not yards away from your Weasley—and 
you even screamed and begged for him to rescue you but the fucking idiot was to preoccupied 
with receiving praise from others. We were just outside the locker rooms and | had to cover your 
mouth—you bit my hand. What a fucking bright choice of a man.” 


Malfoy was laughing; laughing at an event she clearly had no memory of but was finding great 
amusement in. 


She struggled to find her voice, and it came out surprisingly strong, “You’ve proven you're a sick 
rapist bastard, so why the hell are you telling me this?” 


He jerked her head back, and she cried out in pain. It hurt to have your hair pulled, your body 
twisted like that—of course it did—but she never really knew how much. 


“| do the talking, mudblood. You don’t speak unless ordered. If you’re half as smart as you seem 
to think you are, then you’d catch on by now.” 


She opened her mouth, and he tugged sharply on her hair, making her cry out again. She 
nodded her head jerkily in the affirmative, feeling her eyes tear. 


Jesus, what the hell was going to happen to her? 


Chapter 2: | Promise Not To Tell 


Draco knew she was frightened, but he no longer felt anything besides a mild sense of regret 
when it came down to the basics: his wanting, her refusing, and his taking. 


Why would he feel anything else, or rather, why would anyone feel any less or act any different 
if all the barriers between what they had wanted had suddenly disappeared? 


Anyone who didn’t take whatever happiness life threw in their way, no matter how small, was 
one dumb fuck. 


He didn’t need magic to get what he wanted, not here. Here there was no real contest—he was 
stronger, and she would lose, no matter how much she fought. Simple as that: in the grand 
scheme of things, female witches were most of the time physically weaker than their male 
counterparts. There were of course exceptions, but men built muscle more easily. Call it nature, 
call ita great unfairness of life, but it made it a hell of a lot easier to do what he liked and get 
what he wanted. 


She always lost. 


Draco sunk to the floor, his dick hard as steel, and her struggles made his condition all the more 
painful. Like the most depraved foreplay, he rubbed himself against her, and baited her 
struggles; urging her on, “That's it, that’s it—* 


She abruptly stopped, which was oh-so predictable. It made his conquest so much easier, at 
least momentarily, before the reality sunk in. She always fought him intermittently. History—and 
experience—proved especially handy yet again. 


He pinned her arms above her head and grinned wolfishly, taking great pleasure in the friction 
created by rubbing his cock against her belly. 


Her face was red and her lip was trembling and she was frozen. He saw the tears, almost 
unbidden, and leaned down to kiss her. 


She bit his lip, drawing blood, and his cock jerked. 

“Get OFF!” She screamed, but he didn’t hear her. Or rather, he heard, but it didn’t register. This 
moment was just about pleasure. Everything else was useless excess—like her protests. 
Unnecessary and useless in his pursuit of gratification; at least right now. 

He slid down to sit on her legs and pulled at her pants, managing to tug the pajama bottoms off 
in just a second—it was easy, and she managed to scurry back a foot but he jerked her back 
under him. 


His hands slid under her shirt, exploring the small outward curve of her belly, her hips, and 
those lovely, lovely breasts. Round, firm, and quite the handful. 


Briefly, he recalled how he had once dreamt of them, had imagined what it had been like to hold 
them, and had thought he would never be able to because someone would kill her before he 
ever had the opportunity to get close enough to her. 

Whata silly, silly boy he had once been. 

She was sobbing now, and his hands were squeezing her tits, rubbing her nipples roughly. 


So fucking soft. 


“Malfoy, stop, please!” Like a little girl, her voice had changed in pitch, “Just let me go, | won't 
tell anyone, | won’t, Malfoy, Malf—Oh God!” 


He popped open his trousers, and opened his boxers, and there from a nest of hair sprung his 
cock. 


It was enormous—long, thick—any man would have envied him. 


It was only a moment between her last plea, his shift between her thighs; and a quick thrust 
upwards. 


She grunted in pain, there was nothing pretty in that sound. The lower half of her body had lifted 
off the floor from the force of his thrust and he stared down at her. 


He pulled out and thrust in again. 
And again. 
And again. 


It was mindless fucking, and he took gratification in what he associated as atypical of their 
couplings—her sobs, his grunts, and the sound of flesh slapping against each other. 


Later he might try another tactic, but now he was simply drowning in mindless pleasure. 


His cock jerked inside of her, and he arched away from her, letting go of her arms as he shot jet 
after jet of cum inside of her. In the first ‘time’ he always had to make sure he came in her. It 


was symbolic, like staking claim on one’s territory. 
She was his. 


He pulled out and stared at her brutalized opening, red from misuse, and at the white cum 
dribbling out. 


Without a thought, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a wizard’s cigarette and lit it with a 
bit of wandless magic, then sat on the floor, staring at her pussy. 


He had one hand on his head, as if in deep thought, and his legs were open while his cock, now 
limp, still hung out of his trousers and he studied what he had done, taking a drag occasionally 
but never tearing his eyes away. 

She tried to cover herself, as if believing him finished, and he quickly leaned foreword to shove 
her hands away from that vision of conquest—her pussy—and pushed her legs open with his 
feet, still clad in shoes. 

She whimpered, but he ignored it. 

Was she fucking crazy? He wasn't close to being done. Not by a long shot. 

As if to confirm this, he felt his cock twitch in response. 

He extinguished the cigarette on the floor, rubbing it in slowly, and watched the smoke rise. 


Chapter 3: Lick It 


Hermione hurt so much. She had never been this sore, and every time she moved, she felt a 
stab of pain. 


Why was this happening to her? Just because she was different? Because she wasn’t a 
pureblood? It was wrong. It was unfair. 


Never had she felt more powerless, and never had she hated anyone more than Draco Malfoy. 
God, she wanted to die. 


He crawled on all fours towards, and she rolled away from him. She didn’t care what the move 
cost her in pain, but she felt safer in the fetal position. 


“Her-mio—ne—‘* He sang, the way one might call in a game of hide-and-seek, “Look at me. 
Darling, | Know you must think me...unpleasant...right now but | only want what is best for us.” 


She curled up tighter and covered her ears with her hands, hoping to block him out. 


All that did was provoke him. He jerked her towards him, non-to-gently, and she found herself 
half on the floor, half pulled against his body; kneeling now. 


He looked frustrated, and she was afraid of what he would do next, because already she felt his 
cock against her belly. 


“| know you hurt darling, but think of how much I’m hurting.” And to emphasize his state of 
arousal, he thrust against her. “I really, really, really need to cum. Do you think | should cum 
inside of you again?” 


His free hand snaked down to her pussy and rubbed her there, capturing their mixed fluids and 
pressing gently, “Right...in...here?” 


She was trying to escape his hand; she was very sore, and so she frantically shook her head, 
“N-no! Please, stop, please, Malfoy, d-don'’t.” 


He smiled, the satisfied smiled of someone playing chess who was successfully leading 
someone into a trap. “Then how will you take care of me? | won’t hurt you...but you...look at 
what you do to me.” 


He forced her hand to his cock and he exhaled sharply, but kept his eyes on her, “You do this to 
me, Hermione, all the time. | hurt you? That’s what you're thinking? I’m always suffering 
because of you. How are you going to make it better?” 


She looked around wildly, then realized the futiliy of her situation. If she did nothing, he would 
hurt her. If she participated, then she would suffer less physical pain. That was more important 
at the moment. 


Biting her lip, she began to work her hand up and down. 


“Nice attempt, but this is a piss-poor imitation of a hand-job Granger. What, you and Weasley 
still haven't gotten beyond hand-holding?” 


She felt a new wave of tears at the mention of Ron. How could she ever face him after this? 


He grabbed her cheeks and forced her face up to his, “Stop thinking of him; don’t ever let me 
even think that you’re thinking of that piece of filth.” 


His skin, normally pale, was flushed with anger as his face twisted in a sneer. He pulled away 
and got to his knees and forced Hermione’s head towards his cock, “You know what to do.” 


She shook her head, crying, “No, | don’t want—* 


“Granger,” He pulled her by her hair and forced her to make eye contact, “You’re going to suck 
my dick, and you’re going to swallow my cum. If you don’t, then I’m going to toss you on the 
floor and fuck you so hard that you won’t be able to move for days—and | think we both know 
that | don’t mean that in a good way.” 


He pulled back, and she was shocked by his words, by his intent, but everything was happening 
so fast that she couldn’t come up with a plan, couldn't think. It was suck...him...or be brutally 
attacked again. Which was worse? 


She let him guide her down to his cock, and had planned on just taking a little bit of him into her 
mouth. There was no way she could get all of him inside. 


He forced himself inside, deep, inside, until she was gagging and just when she thought she 
would vomit he eased out, and then did it all over again, giving her just enough time to breathe. 


“No teeth Granger,” he murmured, “if you do that | think the punishment will have to be very bad 
indeed.” 


In and out, he fucked her mouth, his dick sliding to the back and then almost back out. Her jaw 
hurt, she couldn’t even get half of him inside, and she could taste the saltiness of pre-cum 
dribbling out. 


“Don’t forget to use your tongue Granger,” he chided, tonguing on her hair in reminder of what 
he could do if she did not please him. 


She ran her tongue—cr tried too—and he seemed to like as his head lolled on his shoulders. 


“Ah, fuck me, that’s a good girl. Make sure you take it deep Hermione,” He rolled his hips and 
rubbed the side of her temple affectionately. 


He began to pump faster, and she began to choke just before he began to shoot jet after jet of 
cum into her mouth. There was so much of it that she couldn’t swallow it; it seeped out of her 
mouth, and as if realizing she was choking, he pulled out. 

Only to aim his cum all over her face, her neck and shirt, but mostly her face. 

It was warm and sticky and there was so much—she was shocked. 

“Lick it clean.” Her murmured. 

She blinked dumbly. 

He had his cock in front of her, semi-hard. There was cum on it. 

“Hermione. Lick it clean.” He leaned foreword and rubbed the head along the seams of her lips. 
She wanted to cry, but she had no tears right now, and the situation had grown beyond her 
ability to deal with. In a daze, she did as he commanded, her little tongue darting out and 


cleaning up everything. 


He leaned down and kissed her, which in her hazy frame of mind seemed strange since she 
had just sucked him off, but he didn’t seem to care. 


He sighed before murmuring, “I have to leave now, but | will return later.” 


Still in shock, she remained where she sat long after he had left. 


Chapter 4: Jealousy 


Draco apparated into Knockturn Ally. He followed a series of winding twists and turns and turns 
before he ran into two familiar figures. 


Potter and Weasley. 


During the first few months as a death eater, he had learned very quickly that the art of 
deception and artifice was a skill he would need not only to survive but to flourish. It made 
sense then that he would be given the auspicious mission of killing Dumbledore. 


Fortunately for Draco, Snape had succeeded where Draco had faltered. Draco had still been 
young, and Potter had seen it all. 


Potter, who had been the hardest to convince of his ‘changed’ ways when he had agreed to 
work on their side to bring about the Dark Lord’s Downfall. 


Snape had, after all, been the bad guy. 
But once convinced, Potter had been his staunchest supporter. 


Draco detested the farce he had chosen to play, but everything had been part of the game. He 
was ambitious, after all. He was a Malfoy. 


When the Dark Lord had fallen, despite retaining a thorough disgust of all thing’s muggle, the 
family had been spared the trials. 


Draco now stood facing Potter and Weasley, whom he detested above all others, because the 
three of them worked for the Ministry of Magic. 


Potter and Weasley, both Aurors, made it their business catching criminals. 


Draco successfully obtained a position on the Wizengamot—after all, he could not have death 
eaters running amok, implicating him in heinous crimes. At least for now. 


Draco looked at them inquiringly, wondering why the hell they chose such unattractive 
surroundings for these meetings. He barely managed to suppress a yawn. 


Potter shook his hand, before breaking out into a grin, “We meant to meet someplace else, but 
we didn’t have time; work and all.” He glanced at Ron. 


Weasley grinned, and Draco had an image of him laying in the snow, face smashed in. 
Draco smiled, “What is it?” 


“It's me ‘Mione. We’re—we’re getting married!” Draco’s smile never changed, and he just stared 
at him, feeling like he was someone else for a moment. 


We're getting married. 
“You see, we were going to wait, but well, it get’s better—it seems I’m going to be a dad!” 


Potter punched him the shoulder playfully, “Can you believe it? Good things do happen after all 
this evil.” 


Ron laughed, his face red, “Il asked Harry to be the godfather, you know, but | wanted to tell you 
first before we broke the news to everyone. Hermione already said it was ok. She’s so excited 


and we’ve been thinking of names.” 


Draco was laughing, and his hand was shaking. The idiots didn’t know he was in danger of 
reaching for his wand and killing them both. 


A baby? She was fucking going to have his child? And marry him? 
She couldn’t! She was his, Draco’s, hadn’t he fucked her enough already? Marked her enough? 


She was in his house, in her room, that he had specially made for her, and she was going to 
marry this fucking bastard?! 


And have his fucking child! 
He was going to kill them all. First the Weasel, then Potter, then her, the fucking trollop. 


With a calm he did not possess, Draco smiled coolly said, “You must tell me when the wedding 
is.” 


“Of course, of course!” Potter slapped him on the back, and he barely managed not to flinch in 
disgust, “We'll have to go out for drinks later. But not now—work, you know. We’re off Malfoy.” 


They waved, and then apparated. 

Malfoy stood there for a minute, shaking, before he apparated back home. 

Stalking inside, he brutally kicked a house elf who had the misfortune of standing in his way. 
It took less than a minute to get to her room. 

She had showered sense he left, and had wrapped a sheet around herself. 

In the middle of pacing, she abruptly stopped, and slowly turned to look at him. 


Smiling slowly, he said in a too-sweet voice, “Darling, what’s this | hear about a wedding? 
You're going to marry a...a Weasley? I’m afraid | don’t understand. Explain this to me.” 


Hermione swallowed, and took a step back, not saying anything. 


Draco’s smile faded, and he closed the distant between them, jerking her painfully against him. 
She would have new bruises to join the others. 


Good, she deserved these ones. 


“Tell me, now, about the abomination growing in your stomach, hmm? What has this little whore 
been doing with little Won Won? And here | thought you a prude.” 


“When Ron finds out he’s going to kill you—* 


He backhanded her, sending her across the room and into the wall. 
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Shocked, Hermione held her hand to her face and let out a choking sob. 


Draco ran a hand through his hair, wanting to scream. He hated her. He hated them all, he 
hated himself. 


“That’s alright,” He said, still looking up at the ceiling, talking more to himself than to her, 
“Because he isn’t going to find out. I’ll figure something out.” 


Hermione was trembling uncontrollably, “Malfoy, w-why are you d-doing this?” 

Slowly, he turned to look at her, his hair falling in his face. “Granger, | like fucking you a little 
more than the average witch.” He laughed, a loud, uncontrollable laugh that reeked of lunacy, 
“You might say it’s a lot more than the average witch. Merlin, if there was an understatement, 
well there it is.” 

He straightened, and was all seriousness again. He slowly moved towards her, and she 
fingered the piece of broken glass in her hand. She had broken the tiny window in the bathroom 
to salvage that piece. 

When he was close enough, she lashed out at him, cutting his cheek, and he hissed. 


He tackled her to the floor, plucked the piece from her hand and tossed it somewhere behind 
him. 


“Always full of surprises Hermione.” He was angry, “I’m afraid I'll have to hurt you in equal 
measure for that one. You see, it’s the only way you'll learn to behave.” 


Crying loudly, she squirmed and wriggled as he ripped the sheet away, exposing her body. 


He brutally pinched and pulled on her nipples, and she squealed in pain, eliciting nothing but his 
comments, “What, you don’t like that?” 


Without any care for her or her body, he brutally forced her legs opened and stared at pussy, 
neatly trimmed. 


“Why Hermione, are you wet down here?” He reached down and rubbed his fingers over the 
delicate folds. 


She was only a little wet, not enough to make this in any way comfortable for her, but enough 
for him to seize upon, “Why, what would Weasley think of this? His beloved fiancée laying here, 
legs spread; wet and willing to be fucked by his friend? Hmm?” He forced a finger inside and 
she screamed, the muscles tensing around his fingers. 

He laughed, “It’s just my finger love. Not my prick. Yet.’ 


She was shaking and horrified and he was so angered by this that he wanted to make her suffer 
even more. 


He didn’t usually talk to her this much, but he was angry, so angry. 


Pulling his pants down, his cock sprang free, and he stroked it lovingly. Oh yes, she knew what 
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this meant. Her eyes widened, and she renewed her struggles. 

His fingers dug painfully into her hips, and he knew she would have bruises there as well. 
Good. 

He plunged in, balls deep, and her scream bounced off the walls and probably throughout 
Malfoy Manor; the room was not sound proofed. But he liked it that way. He liked knowing that 
no matter how much she screamed no one would come for her. 


At least here, she was completely his. His to possess. His to own. 


“Please stop! It hurts!” She begged, pushing at his hips, but he was already moving in and out, 
savoring her cries and the tight velvety clasp of her pussy. 


He took her like a savage beast, bruising her hips, cumming on a loud roar. 


Gasping for breath, his hair over his face, he kneeled there for a moment before pulling out with 
a squishy pop, and watched in fascination as cum poured out. 


So much cum, and it wouldn’t take root, because another man’s seed was already growing. 
Growling, he rolled her over onto her stomach and she whimpered in pain. 


He pulled her hips up and spread her ass cheeks. He stared at the puckered rose bud of her 
anus and grinned. 


“All whores like it here.” 
“Please don’t.” She begged. 
His dick was hard, and he plunged it inside. 


She screamed and howled, trying to crawl away, but he held her still. Her muscles were tense, 
and so he had to keep forcing himself in until he was inside completely. 


It was the tightest fit ever, and her screams were a soothing balm to the anger and torment he 
felt raging inside. 


He pulled out and thrust back in, balls deep. 

“Do you like how it feels, you fucking mud blood bitch? Being fucked in the ass by a pure blood 
like me?” He pulled back out and then thrust back in, and she screamed, “Does that blood traitor 
make you feel this way? Or does he not have the balls to put you in your rightful place?” 

He was going to cum soon; he could feel it building. 

Nails digging so hard into her hips that he cut her, he finally came, shooting load after load of 


cum into her. He saw stars, and dizzily leaned over her, and whispered brokenly into her ear, 
“Only you, Hermione, only you.” 
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Sluggishly, he pulled out and watched again as his cum poured out of her ass. Cum, and blood. 
She collapsed in a heap, moaning and sobbing in pain. 


He must've hurt her bad, but he doubted it was little recompense for the pain he felt inside. 
Those wounds could heal. But not the ones she had inflicted on him. 


Sighing, he crawled towards her and stroked her hair, and then picked her up, carrying her 
gently towards the bed and lay down next to her. 


He knew she would be in too much pain to move, so he wrapped his arms around her and held 
her close, stroking her hair the way a lover would. 


It was a long time before sleep finally claimed them. 


Chapter 5: Obliviate 
Hermione sat against the bed, her body aching in ways she never believed possible. 
She had the sheet wrapped around her again. 


If she moved, she felt it everywhere. If she moved, she felt the dried blood, the dried leftovers of 
his cum. 


Disgusting. She needed to shower. She needed to escape. 


Draco was watching her, and apparently she was supposed to eat the tray of food he had 
brought down to her. 


If she didn’t, was he going to rape her again? 


Looking at the plate of eggs, bacon, and toast with jam, she decided it was a better choice to 
eat. 


She wanted to vomit again. Already she had vomited this morning in the bathroom, and he had 
been so angry at the reminder that she was pregnant that he had nearly raped her again. 
Nearly. 

She didn’t know why he hadn't. 


Carefully she picked up a piece of toast and nibbled it, not knowing why he was doing this to 
her. 


Malfoy had wanted to, that much was clear, but he couldn’t care for her. No one who cared for 
someone did this. 


Draco sighed, then produced his wand. She froze, not sure what to expect, but he merely used 
it to clean her; he organized her hair the way it usually was, then stood. 


“I'll return in a few moments with some clothes.” 


13 


Where was he moving her? 

She left the food, and stood so he could carefully heal her body with his wand. She was 
incredibly uncomfortable and shook wherever he touched her. But once that was finished, she 
quickly pulled away, with the bundle of clothes he had given her and hurried to the bathroom. 
At least he couldn't see her there. 


Dressed, he inspected her for a minute, then led her into the hallway, shut the door, and locked 
it. 


Turning then, he raised his wand and murmured the Immobulus Charm. 


Frozen, she waited, unsure if he was going to kill her now and make it look like an accident, or 
do far worse things. 


Of course, it was the latter, because he murmured, “Obliviate.” 


Chapter 6: Destroyer 


Hermione followed Ginny down the stairs, “Really, | don’t understand what’s gotten into 
everyone. Everyone is avoiding me like the plague; ever since | told them that—“ 


“SURPRISE!” 


She stumbled against the wall, clutching the banister while at the same time staring at all the 
grinning faces in complete shock. 


“Oh God!” She breathed, too surprised too move, then glanced at Ginny, who wore the satisfied 
smile of one who had pulled off the ultimate trick, then back at everyone standing in the front 
room of the Burrow. 


“Oh God!” Hermione repeated, this time more loudly, and as she stood, she shook her head, 
“You nearly killed me, geeze thanks everyone!” 


Laughter filled the room. 

“Even “Mione can be fooled!” A distinct female voice trilled. 

“Nothing gets past her... 

“...unless it’s a Weasley.” The Twins snickered. 

Hermione flushed, fully aware that everyone knew that she was pregnant. 

Ron was beaming at the bottom of the stairs, and once her eyes met his her entire face lit up. 


She wanted to run into his arms and wrap her self around him until they both dissolved into 
each other. 
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But for now she would content herself with just looking. She couldn’t get near him as right now 
she was surrounded by well wishers, mainly women looking at her engagement ring or trying to 
rub her tummy. The band itself had been small, a simple silver band with a small, delicate 
yellow diamond. It had been Ron’s grandmother's and perfect. 

She should really stop looking at him; but he couldn’t look away either. God he was so beautiful; 
and she loved his red hair. Especially now that it had grown long. He was going to be the best 
father for her baby and everything was going to perfect. 


Forced to turn, she allowed herself to be led into another room where drinks and a table laden 
with gifts existed. Apparently this was an engagement party. 


“Lucky son-of-a-bitch.” Seamus Finnigun slapped Ron on the soldier while drinking a shot of 
firewhisky, “But you two do make a pretty picture, eh? The conquering heroes, joined together in 
holy matrimony. What a dynasty this will be for future generations.” 

Ron shrugged, “You really think? Hermione and me don’t care about that stuff.” He sighed. 


Seamus jabbed him roughly in the side, “Then what is it? Are you going to wax romantic?” 


“It's love man, love.” Ron smiled blissfully, “Who the hell cares about that kind of shit when you 
have everything right in front of you? It’s like she—* 


Seamus held a hand up “Enough of this sappy shit, | don’t want to hear it. | think | see Malfoy. 
I’m going to go talk politics with him and you and Potter can commiserate.” 


Ron watched him go then looked over at Harry, “What | say?” 


Harry laughed, “Nothing. | think he just didn’t want to hear about how you are over the moon for 
Hermione is all.” 


Ron shrugged, “I’m not over the moon.” 


Hermione walked by and Ron’s eyes followed her like a tuning fork, and only after she was gone 
did he look back at Harry. 


Harry raised his eyebrows, saying nothing. 

“Blimey, |am over the moon, aren't |?” 

“Come on, let’s get something to drink.” Harry tugged him in the direction of the bar. 

Malfoy observed the proceedings with distant politeness. He was quiet and reserved, although 
his face never could lose the distinct hauteur so characteristic of his bloodline. He watched with 
thinly veiled disdain as the Weasley’s proceeded to engage in a drinking game. 


Hermione looked radiant. 


She shone; her happiness was genuine and she smiled like one having received the greatest 
gift in this life. 
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She looked at Weasley not with the typical reserved for a lover but with the adoration one 
reserved for true love. It was clear they shared an unbreakable bond, a romance forged and 
cemented through conflict and overcoming the darkest of evils. 


He was her other half. To Draco, this was never more clear than from his position across the 
room. She loved Weasley with her whole being, worthless creature that he was. 


In aroom full of people, the rest of them could not even exist. She loved the baby in her 
stomach, not because it was hers, but because Weasley had planted it there. All that mattered 
was him. 


Draco’s lips curled. With satisfaction he would destroy it all and leave nothing behind. 


Chapter 7: Be A Good Girl... 


Draco waited for Potter patiently. He was like a boy looking for a parent, and when he spotted 
Draco he quickly headed towards him. 


“Where’s Ron?” Unsurprising question. 
“With Lovegood.” 


“What did he have to do with her?” Potter sat down and shook his head at a waiter who tried to 
take his order. 


Malfoy shrugged, “I don’t know. | didn’t ask.” 


“Hmm. Maybe it has something to do with Hermione. She was over at the house a few days ago 
| think, talking to Ginny.” Potter cracked his neck, “I just needed to drop off this.” 


Harry slid a small package across the table. 

Draco took it without opening it, and nodded his thanks. “I'll leave first.” 

Draco disappeared into the crowd, then apparated. It was business as usual. The package 
didn’t contain anything but the latest bit of incriminating evidence he would use to send his 
former colleagues to Azkaban. 

It was also pleasure. He had taken the first important step. 


All that Draco would have to do was wait until the pieces fell into place. 


He strode into one of the private apartments he had leased for private purposes and glanced at 
Granger, who was bound and gagged to a chair in the middle of a room. 


Like it was the most normal thing in the world, he dropped the envelope there and undid his 
robe, flinging it over the back of a chair. Next he began to unbutton his work shirt and undo his 
tie. 


“| just saw Potter,” He said conversationally, his eyes on the task at hand, “He looked like he 
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didn’t have a care in the world. Nothing ever changes with him, does it?” 
He glanced at Hermione and smiled, but she was staring at her feet, silent. 


Draco chuckled softly, “What’s the matter darling? Cat got your tongue?” Then he laughed again 
at his own perverse joke. 


Kicking his shoes off, he pulled his socks off before walking towards her, his shirt completely 
unbuttoned. He dropped to his haunches in front of her and angled his head so that he was 
looking up at her. 

Her eyes were open, and he could tell she had been crying; her eyes were puffy from tears. 

He smiled, and chucked her gently under the chin, “Hey, | bet you wish you could talk.” 

Her eyes came into focus, as if seeing him for the first time, and she suddenly began to struggle 
in her restraints with renewed force, shaking back in forth so hard that he was surprised she 
didn’t topple over. 

Draco laughed, “Well you can’t.” 

His eyes suddenly dropped to her belly, and he felt all the laughter in him die, “You must think 
me barbaric, tying up a pregnant woman. But the difference between you and a pregnant 
woman is that thing growing inside you is an abomination. You know that, don’t you Hermione? 
You are a mudblood, after all.” 


She stiffened, and he thought he saw her tremble. A slight smile formed on his face and he 
raised a hand to touch her but she shrunk away, whimpering. 


He dropped his hand and said quietly, “Perhaps if it was half mine it might not be all bad.” 
Was she shaking? 

He wasn’t sure. 

Wait. 

He was shaking. 


He lifted his hand, and saw it was shaking, and suddenly a harsh laugh explode from his mouth. 
He ran a hand over his face, “What are we going to do about this Hermione?” 


She wasn’t looking at him, and that made him inexplicably angry. After all of this, she had the 
audacity to look at the ground?! 


He took her face in his hands and held it in a grip that was sure to leave bruises and brought his 
face so close his mouth almost touched hers as he hissed, 


“Look at me when I’m talking to you, you fucking mudblood cunt. I’m trying to solve the problem 


of the vermin growing in your belly, and you won’t even look at me? Who the fuck are you, huh? 
Who the fuck are you?!” 
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She was crying, and he took sadistic pleasure in her pain. The more she hurt, the more his 
spirits soared. If this was the only way he got through to her, then he would break her into 
pieces. 


He tore the gag off, but she didn’t say anything. She was sobbing so hard that no sound would 
come out of her mouth—only silent cries. 


Irritated, Malfoy released her and stood, pacing back and forth for a couple of seconds. 
Hermione couldn’t move, and he wanted to make her hurt for what she had done. 


Turning, he went into the kitchen and returned with a knife. 
She screamed and he laughed. 


“What should | do with this?” He turned the blade so that it glinted in the light, and Hermione 
was sobbing like a little girl. 


“Malfoy, please don’t, whatever you want, just don’t—* 
He raised the knife, but only to cut the restraints tying her to the chair. 
“Honestly Granger, you'll be begging for death when I’m finished, and | won’t give it to you.” 


She was trembling, and with no regard for her condition he shoved her to the floor. She grunted, 
and he sighed, running his hand over her small, pert ass. 


“You know Granger, in all the times we’ve fucked, | must admit | love fucking your ass. But | 
don't do it often. You want to know why? I'll tell you—because | knew it would hurt, and | was 
always saving that particular delight for a special occasion. | think today is that day.” 


She tried to crawl away, but he slammed her to the floor, and he tugged at her jeans, bodily 
holding her still until he had freed a leg, and then he ripped her underwear away. 


“Malfoy this is RAPE stop!” 


He forced her to her kness; not an easy task given her struggles, and had an arm around her 
stomach, holding her up while he used his free hand to unbutton his trousers and free his cock. 


“Feel that Hermione?” He rubbed his massive eight inch cock against the seam of her ass, “Feel 
how hard that is? Feel how thick that is? I’m going to tear you into two with this. You’re going to 
be begging me for this, because | won’t stop until | hear you say so.” 

“Oh God Malfoy this is so wrong...don’t...not there you’re going to kill me...” 


He plunged inside of her and he almost hesitated her scream was unlike anything he had heard 
in the past. 


He could not plunge in as easily as her pussy; it was more of a matter of working his way in 
since her body tensed and was trying to force him out. 
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He turned sideways, and saw how red her face was; it was contorted in pain, sheer agony, and 
she was crying and pounding her first on the floor while trying to shake him free. 


“It hurt! Stop!” 


He held her hips still and his jaw nearly went slack in pleasure at how tight her hole was as he 
forced his way in. He was going to blow his load right there if he wasn’t careful. 


He was balls deep, and carefully slid back out before thrusting back in. Hermione was howling 
in agony, and it was only five more thrusts before Draco was spewing cum into her ass. 


He collapsed on her back, breathing heavily, and bit her shoulder, sucking the skin, before 
pulling out and collapsing on the floor. 


He idly glanced at the slow stream of cum and blood trailing out of her hole and vaguely 
wondered if he had done any real damage, but shrugged that away. What did that matter when 
a quick wave of his wand would repair everything good as new? It would be as if he had never 
touched her. 


His lips curled at that. What he wouldn't give to leave some indelible mark of his time with 
Hermione. 


Fucking Weasley. Only a little bit longer, and he would find himself wishing he were never alive 
and he, Draco Malfoy, would no longer have to be so secretive about his affairs. 


Hermione for the life of her could not understand how or why Malfoy had tied her to this chair 
after inviting her to their weekly tea. They always went over important paperwork for the ministry 
during these meetings. 


She thought she was going to die. Her body felt like it was being torn apart. Malfoy was killing 
her with his dick, and she was going to die. 


She couldn’t move now, so she lay on the floor, and he had an arm wrapped around the chair, 
looking replete and satisfied. 


Not like a man who had just raped and kidnapped a friend. 

It was horrifying. 

“It never gets old Hermione,” He murmured, pulling out a cigarette from God only knew wear, 
and lighting it with wandless magic, “Il mean how many times will you fall for this trick? I’m 
surprised you haven’t been permanently brain damaged at this point. But then again, | am 
incredibly good with spells, to say the least anything that suits my purposes.” 

She barely heard what he was saying. Had he done this before? 

“Do you know what | plan on doing? Here, I'll tell you.” He took a drag of his cigarette. “First I’m 
going to fuck you again. Because | always do that. | have to fuck you at least twice. Then | might 


take you home after erasing your memory, healing your body, and planting a pleasant memory 
of tea and work. How nice, right? I’m such a sweet fellow. | doubt any other guy would do that.” 
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He laughed. 

Hermione whimpered, “...evil...” 

“How’s that?” H leaned towards her. 

“You're so evil. | never knew...” 

He waved his hand, “I have a surprise in store. A wonderful surprise.” He brought his face very 
close to hers, so close she could smell the cigarette smoke, and said in a conspiratorial whisper, 
“It's about Weasley. | think you’re going to love it. About as much as my dick in your ass. Ha. 
Ha.” He shook his head at his own wit. 


Her eyes widened, “Stay away from him. Don’t go near him. I'll kill you if you hurt him.” 


Malfoy still smiled, but he felt himself immediately go hallow, the game losing its delight 
whenever she lit up in concern for Weasley. 


Fucking Weasley. 

“And how’s that?” He lightly asked. 

“Just stop it Malfoy.” 

Malfoy ran a hand up her spine, “Your in no position to give orders, Granger.” He grabbed her 
hair, and pulled her head back, “Especially to me. Now be a good girl...” 

Chapter 8: Confusion 


Ron gave Luna a hug and she smiled at him, a fleeting smile that he nevertheless took to mean 
something reassuring. 


He left her then and made his way to the bar, feeling somewhat strange and disassociated 
himself. Everyone around him was going about their lives—witches and wizards each with their 
own task, their own mission. Some were simply performing their daily routine yet he, Ron 
Weasley, remained aloof and unable to feel connected to any of them. 


Perhaps it was the sudden overwhelming reality that stretched out before him: his wife was 
going to deliver a child, or perhaps it was the fact that suddenly everything he ever wanted was 
right here—he was happy—he should be happy. 


He would go home and tell Hermione. 

Turning abruptly he wheeled around and made his way back home, sidestepping pedestrian 
traffic with skill. When he found a polite enough spot to aparate, he did so, so as not to startle 
anyone. 

The house was quiet when he returned, yet he discovered Hermione sitting at the kitchen table, 


reading a book. She was...different. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but he felt as if she 
was in one of her moods. 
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“Hello darling,” He said warmly, walking around the table to lay a kiss on her lips. 


She did not turn to meet his lips, but instead sat there, rigid and...he couldn’t quite put his finger 
on it. She looked like she did not want to be touched. 


“How’s our little girl?” He asked, rubbing her tummy with the lightest of caresses. 


He looked at her and immediately snatched his hand away. She looked like she might bight his 
fingers off. 


He sat down in the chair next to her and rested his chin on his hand, looking at the table for 
inspiration. 


How does one go about telling one’s wife, he thought, no, one’s pregnant wife, something so 
selfish and terrible? 


He studied the fine wood grains, then looked at her. She was so pretty. He wanted to kiss her 
just then, and found himself leaning foreword, as if tugged by an invisible string when she 
suddenly slammed her book shut and glared daggers at him. 

“Must you look at me like that? | can’t stand the sight of you, get out!” She stood so abruptly the 
chair fell backwards and stormed out, leaving Ron stunned and confused. 

Hermione emerged from her bath rejuvenated and smiled at Ron from across the dinner table, 
but he would not look her in the eye and look terribly on edge. 


frowning, she said lightly, “So, how was your day?” 


He looked at her, eyes wide and his eyebrows raised so high she thought they might disappear 
into his hairline, “Oh wonderful, wonderful. 


He was Clearly uncomfortable, and what was worse, he was playing with his food—pushing it 
around back and forth. 


Ron always had a healthy appetite. If he wasn’t eating then something had to be really 
bothering him. 


She tried not to let this worry her. She got more easily rattled now that she was pregnant, she 
supposed—but maybe that was just an excuse? 


“Ron?” 
“Hmm?” He asked, finally taking a bite of food. 


She shook her head, letting the subject drop, but was still uneasy. 


Ron came home late from work during the net couple of days. On the third night he came into 
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the bedroom, shucked his pants, and eased into bed. 


He missed Hermione, and couldn’t help but think that the last couple of days had been a little 
strained. 


He leaned over and kissed her neck, rubbing her breasts. 

Hermione rolled over to face him and she smiled wickedly at him. 

He felt his cock stiffen to equine proportions and groaned, “Hermione--“ 

He leaned down and kissed down her chest, rubbing and sucking on her nipples, knowing she 
ee e have her nipples played with. Sometimes he could make her come just by sucking 


But tonight he felt a sense of urgency from her. 


He settled himself between her legs, and looking up, he made eye contact, and he froze in 
complete horror— 


Because it was Hermione’s body—but someone else’s face looking back at him 
Unable to reach his wand, he did the next best thing and through himself away. 
“Hermione?!” 

She looked at him, her eyes wide, “What’s the matter?” 


He shook his head, blinking rapidly. “No, nothing. I—* He ran a hand over his face, “I’m sorry, I'll 
be back in a little bit. | think I’m more tired than | think.” 


He ran downstairs and poured himself a shot of fire whisky, shaking at what he saw. He had 
honest to God believed that it hadn’t been her... 
Chapter 9: Die 


A mad-hatter grin split Malfoy’s face when he spotted Ron. He could not recall ever looking 
foreword to seeing the git, and wasn’t that a day when hell froze over? 


But he needed Ron, and right now, he could tell that Ron looked in desperate need of 
companionship. 


He was sitting in the darkest corner of the tavern, where even the light seemed unable to 
penetrate, and was staring at a shot glass of fire whiskey. A half-empty bottle sat not to far away 
from his hands, which were splayed out on the table. 

He looked dazed—and maybe just a little frustrated. 


Perrrfect, his mind purred. 
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Masking his grin with his signature aloofness, he approached Ron with a hauteur that would 
have made his father proud. 


Ron did not glance up, so Malfoy sat across from him and considered when or if he should 
initiate conversation. 


He didn’t have to—Potter, with his usual ability to appear when trouble, or in Malfoy’s casefun— 
reared its head strolled in and sat ungracefully in the only unoccupied seat. 


“Blazes, what’s the matter Ron? You look like hell.” 


Good, Malfoy thought, and barely managed to hide another grin. Must maintain a cool head if 
this was going to work at all. 


Ron looked miserably at Malfoy’s face, then at Harry’s, before returning to stare back at his 
whiskey. 


“Oh come on, it can’t be that bad. What happened? Did you get fired? Did you and Hermione 
get into a fight? Is this about the baby?” 


Ron looked aghast, “No, yes, no—I mean—Cnhrist!” He put his hands on his head and dropped it 
on the table with a thunk, nearly taking out the fire whiskey, which would have been bad since 
Malfoy was just about to pour himself a drink, sit back, and listen. 


Potter looked at Ron patiently, and Ron turned, his hands in his slightly too long hair, then 
stared straight ahead into space, “Have you ever been with someone—and you looked at them 
and they suddenly weren’t who you thought they were?” 


Potter frowned and looked Malfoy, who raised his shoulders slightly, indicating he could offer no 
solace to his bereaved friend. 


“Um, let me get this straight. Are you asking me if I’ve been with a girl and realized they were 
someone else...are you having second thoughts about Hermione?” 


Ron turned and looked at him with wide eyes, “No! | mean, | was, | mean—I do sometimes, but 
only because I’m nervous, you know—but | mean Harry—I came home last night to talk to her 
about this. And then we went to, well you know, and it wasn’t her. | thought it was her, but it 
wasn't! But then it was her! Harry, I’m going nuts or Hermione has been possessed or 
something—l’m— 


Harry shook his head, “Don’t girls get all—* he waved his hands to indicate something beyond 
him, “Different when they’re pregnant? Like act differently?” 


Malfoy was finding it very hard to contain his amusement. 

Ron stared at the table, “I don’t know mate, | don’t know. Me mum went into a spell —casting 
frenzy—she would only cast one kind of spell, and she had to eat all the time when she was 
with the twins. But | don’t know—Harry | swear | thought it wasn’t her—it was like—“ Ron tried to 
search for the words to describe it. 


Potter frowned. He was worried about his friend, he looked sincerely worried. “You’ve been 
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under a lot of stress, right? With the baby and everything?” 

Ron glared at him, “I didn’t imagine it!” 

Malfoy almost felt like patting Weasley on the head and saying, ‘Good boy’ for that outburst. 
Potter put his hands up defensively, “I’m not saying it wasn’t real, but it might not happen again. 
And if you’re really worried, you could always take Hermione to the healers and see that 


everything is okay.” 


Exhausted, Ron collapsed, as if bearing a great weight. “Yeah—lI don’t want to worry her about 
any of this. She’s been so moody lately.” 


Malfoy smiled secretively | bet. 


Hermione stood under the shower, hot water raining down upon her. It was still to early in the 
pregnancy to show a bump, but she massaged her tummy nevertheless. 


Lately she felt...strange. She had never run across in any of research regarding female 
pregnancies the high rate of forgetfulness—or the strange sense of de ja vu that seemed to 
haunt her footsteps. She could not shake the feeling that something was going on somewhere. 


She slept all the time. That was not terribly unheard of—and some witches did have a reports of 
behavior that was not printed in any human article she had come across. 


She called the doctor constantly to make sure everything was okay—to make sure she was 
okay. 


Ron was acting strange—in the past few weeks, conversation had become stifled, and during 
the last few days he looked at her as if he was agitated. She didn’t know what was the matter. 
They hadn’t had sex in weeks... 


She heard the bathroom door open, and tensed when the curtains were flung back and Ron 
stood there. 


His cheeks were flushed, and his nostrils flared. He did not look like the normal, cheerful Ron 
she was accustomed to seeing. 


Without saying a word, he stepped into the shower, still clothed, and kissed her fiercely, his 
mouth bruising hers but she didn’t care. She kissed him back, her tongue thrusting into his 
mouth, her hands on his chest, his body, rubbing up the sides. His shirt was wet and plastered 
to his body and she found it incredibly sexy. 


He ran his hands down her body, and pulled back to look her in the eyes, and they stood 
suspended for that moment, before she leaned foreword and took his mouth again. 


He hesitated, but it was him who leaned down to quickly release his cock, and also him who 
aimed it in such a way that it slammed into her. 


She’d already been wet and primed for his invasion; a satisfied moan left her as she arched her 
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back away from the shower wall. It was a miracle they hadn't both slipped in the midst of it all. 
She didn’t care about consequences. 


He pounded into her, his hips moving in just the right way that she felt every inch of him slide 
into her; hitting her clit in just the right way. She saw stars, she thought she was going to come 
apart and explode—and then she was—her pussy clenching around his cock. 

Ron hissed, and from beneath half-lidded eyes she nearly came again—she’d never seen him 
look so frightening—and at the same time so incredibly hott—as he gritted his teeth and swore, 
cumming inside of her. 


Afterwards, he sagged against her, and she wrapped her arms around him, the water barely 
noticed as she stroked his back, her hands in his hair. 


“| love you,” She murmured. 


He froze, then trembled. She felt it through the entire length of his body, and held him all the 
more tighter. 


What was happening to them? 

His hands stroked gently up her chest, then up to her shoulders and neck. 

He pulled back and looked at her, and his eyes were burning into hers, “Do you?” 
She met his gaze, “Of course.” 

She felt his hands tighten around her throat. “Then die.” 


It hurt...then darkness. 


Chapter 10: cruel 


“Fucking bitch! Cunt! Whore!” Malfoy shouted this at the unconscious body of Hermione, 
anxiously shaking her by the shoulders in the process. 


She was very much unconscious, and why shouldn’t she be? He’d bloody nearly strangled her. 
Nearly killed her. 


He closed his eyes and cradled her against his chest. He couldn’t imagine a world without 
Hermione, even if he could barely stand a world with her in it. 


She was alive, that much was sure, but he needed to—God, he needed control. He needed to 
stop fucking her every time he had ten minutes alone with her. 


He put his head in his hands and resisted the urge to cry. When the moment had passed, he set 
her away from him and stood, all seriousness. 


“Hermione, why do you and | always wind up falling into the same old trap?” He was staring into 
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the mirror, and used his wand to murmur a quick drying off spell. 

Now that his clothes were dry—the low quality and decidedly unfashionable clothing that 
Weasley preferred to wear, he watched with disinterest at the effects of the polyjuice potion on 
his appearance. 

Red hair. Freckles. He was one ugly bastard. 


“Why do you love him?” Malfoy muttered to no one in particular, then glanced at the reflection 
she cast in the mirror. 


Limbs splayed out on the bathroom floor, her skin pale and almost glowing from their 
lovemaking or the lights—he had almost killed her; but she looked like an offering to some sort 
of god. It reminded him of old days when mudbloods were sacrificed to wizards—at the time 
believed to be gods. 

Mine, he thought, inexplicably. Of course. 


Glaring, he turned and punched the mirror, shattering it into dozens of fractured pieces and 
watched the blood trickle down his hand. God he needed a cigarette. 


She had said | love you. 

But to who? 

To mother-fucking-Weasley, that’s who. 

Malfoy wanted blood. He wanted it so bad he could taste it. 


He stared at his own bloodied hand and felt a grin, an ugly one, split his face. Time do go-a- 
hunting. The eats would be nice. 


Without a backwards glance, he strode from the room, leaving her there. 

Still disguised as Ron, Malfoy near skipped down the street, twisting down alley-ways, belying 
his intent. It was dark out, and he needed, he needed— 

He spotted his quarry. 


A girl and boy—perhaps not much older than eighteen, strolling hand in hand. Only a couple 
years younger than himself. 


He saw her turn to kiss her lover. 
Anger, and frustration raged through him. 


Everyone, it seemed, had the freedom to do what they wanted, to be with who they wanted, 
except for him. 


But not Malfoy. Never Malfoy. 
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They turned into an alcove, and that was when Malfoy chose to pounce. 


He came up behind the young man and hit quite hard in the face—did he break his jaw?—he 
hoped so. 


There was so much blood—blood everywhere, and she, the bitch, was screeming. 


Running a hand through his too-short hair, and inexplicably angrier that it wasn’t his own hair 
but that fucker’s hair, he began kicking the bloke in the stomach. 


It felt good, to let out the anger, to let the rage out. 
She was sobbing, and she tried to raise her wand but he muttered an immobilizing spell. 


All that filled the air was his grunts, and the moans of the boy, the sound of flesh meeting flesh 
and broken bones. 


Gasping for air, Malfoy spit on him, then turned to leer at his girlfriend. 


She didn’t look anything like Hermione. She was blond. Blond, and pretty, if one liked one’s 
women shapeless and skeletal. Thin, too thin. 


He towered over her, and hated her for loving, he looked deep into her eyes and hissed, “Just 
think of what | could do, and don’t, you whore.” 


He strode off and left them there, quickly before the potion wore off. 


He hated them all. He wanted them all to die. 


At that same time... 

Ron came home from work, tired, and made his way upstairs. He saw the bathroom light was 
on, the door open, and walked by—froze, then took a step back to see if what he was seeing 
was real. 

Hermione was sitting on the floor, naked and staring into her space. And her body—there were 
bruises on her hips—but most frightening of all was her neck—it looked like someone had tried 
to kill her. 

He stumbled into the bathroom, horrified for her. Who had done this? He would find them and— 


She scrambled back against the bathtub and looked at him, her eyes wide with fear 
and...distrust? 


“Hermione?” He whispered, taking a step foreword, then stopping. 


The floor was covered in broken class. He looked at the mirror. A few pieces still hung in there. 
Then his gaze pivoted back to her. 
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“What happened? Who did this?” 
She was trembling, but started shaking harder. 
Ron, you ass. 


Hurrying from the room, he returned with a blanket and tried to wrap it around her, but she 
evaded his touch. 


“Hermione, let me help you.” He pleaded. Hell, what could he do? What had happened? Who 
had hurt her? 


She started to cry, shaking and crying but no sound came out. 


He was so angry he wanted to punch a hole in the wall but he didn’t want to scare her. He felt 
useless. He had been out, feeling miserable and here hell had been happening. 


Who the fuck had done this? He wanted to kill who had ever done this to her—tear them apart— 
perhaps it was an animal rage—but he could hardly sit still and yet she wouldn't tell him 
anything. 

“Don’t touch me—* She held a hand up, “Don’t touch me, don’t touch me.” 


He shook his head, “I’m going to call Ginny.” 


He put his fist in his mouth and bit it hard to keep from biting it. He wanted to tear his skin off he 
didn’t know what to do. 


What did a guy do in a situation like this? He didn’t want to think of what had happened. He 
could not think of what had happened. 


Every time he did, his brain just stopped and something red and violent threatened to seize him. 


Someone had hurt his fiancée. His wife in everything but legality. The mother of his child—and 
he had not been here. 


Shaking, he picked up the phone and called Ginny. She would help... 


Chapter 11: Reality? 


hey had been making love and Ron had tried to kill her. It still had not registered. One minute he 
had been fine—and the next—Oh God... 


Hermione squeezed her knees to her chest, unable to understand and not really wanting to. She 
did spells, she knew books, but for things like this—they were completely out of her territory. 


She felt desolate and threadbare. 
Ron, had wrapped his hands around her throat and tried to kill her. Or at least that was what he 


had tried to do. He hadn’t succeeded. 
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When she came too, he was gone, and the mirror had been shattered. She remembered 
wondering why he had done that. Had he felt guilty? 


Ron had never hurt her before, not physically at least. Why now? 


He stood in the doorway and tensed, careful not to look at his hands. She’d always liked hishands— 
they were so much bigger than hers. Who'd have thought he’d use them for that? 


“Gin is here.” 


Hermione didn’t really care. What was Ginny going to do for her? Unless Harry had tried to kill 
her too... 


She heard another person come in and gingerly sit down beside her. She didn’t say anything at 
first. 


Wise. 


Hermione chose to speak first, “Your brother tried to kill me.” She spoke matter-of-factly, 
although her voice was hoarse. She could have been talking about the weather. 


Ginny gasped, “W-what?” 


“Scary, right? We were making love, and then his hands were around my throat—and | think he 
meant to kill me.” 


Ginny swallowed, “H-how do you know this?” 
“Because he said, ‘die!’.” 


Ginny was quiet for several moments, confused. Ron had called her, yet if he was the 
perpetrator, then why would he...? 


Carefully, she began, “He doesn’t seem to know what happened to you Hermione. Could this 
have been...someone else?” 


Hermione slowly turned to look at her, “It was him Ginny. Unless someone has brewed polyjuice 
with the explicit goal of making love—and then attacking—me then we can rule out that 
madness. Besides, the spells around the house would prevent someone like that from getting in. 
This place is charmed, like the Burrow.” 


Gin digested this, “Then if Ron did this, then why doesn’t he remember? Was he charmed?” 


Hermione stared at the floor, “I don’t know. It was fine. Then...it was horrible.” She felt tears 
rise, “Gin, he’s been acting strange lately. Distant. Moody. Sometimes he looks at me like I’m...| 
don’t know. Like he’s looking for something. It’s weird.” 

Ginny took her in her arms and stroked her hair, trying her best to provide comfort but not 
knowing how. All she could do was be there. She couldn't tell her it was going to be alright 
because she didn’t know if it would be. 
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“Do you want to come to my house tonight? We can talk about this tomorrow—and you can 
decide what you want to do from there.” 


Hermione nodded jerkily, “Yeah, | mean yes. Yes.” 
“Let me get you some clothes. I'll be back in a minute.” 


Ginny emerged from the bathroom, and saw Ron sitting on the edge of the bed, his head in his 
hands. He looked up when he saw her and gave her an anxious look. 


Ginny just shook her head, not wanting to believe herself that Ron would do such a thing. It was 
Ron. Ron would never hurt a woman. But Hermione was never wrong either, and she was her 
friend. 


“She’s scared,” Ginny quietly said, taking random articles of clothes, “And she thinks...” She 
paused, knowing this was not going to be nice, “She swears you did this to her.” 


Ron’s jaw dropped in shock, and he fairly hissed, “What?! I—I would—never. You know | 
wouldn't. | love her. She’s got my baby in there!” 


Ginny continued as if he hadn’t spoken, “I’m going to take her over to my house, but first we’re 
going to stop by the healers and make sure everything is okay. When she’s ready, we'll talk 
about this okay?” 

Ron wanted to rip his hair out in scream. 


She thought he had done this? What the fuck was going on? Didn’t Hermione know him? Didn’t 
she know that he would never--? 


Unless... 


“Gin...Hermione didn’t seem different...” He trailed off, then stopped, not thinking it appropriate 
to ask his sister that, and under the circumstances. He shook his head. 


If that wasn’t his Hermione in there, then there would be trouble, but for now Ron was sure that 
was her. 


Gin frowned, “What?” 
“Nothing....can you just tell her that | love her?” 
“Sure.” 


Ginny took the clothes back to Hermione, still mulling over what Ron had said. He definitely did 
not believe he had done this. Hermione did. But that last question had irked her. 


Hermione didn’t seem different... 
Ginny studied Hermione, and aside from the hideous bruises, and the marks around her 


throat—she looked like the same old Hermione. If she wasn’t so shaken up, she would be the 
normal Hermione. 
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When they left, Ron was looking at Hermione, but she was looking at the floor. The distance 
between them was so real that Ginny felt that they were an entirely different couple—so 
different from the laughing lovers at the engagement party just a few weeks earlier. 


It was a frightening reality. 


Chapter 12: Suspect 


Hermione was sleeping. She had fallen into bed after they had come back from the Healers who 
had told her that this time her child was alright—but the next time she might not be so lucky. 


She then had asked her quite directly if she was in an abusive relationship—to which Hermione 
had responded with an easy lie. Frowning at the both of them, she let them go, and Ginny had 
had a restless sleep that night. 

She finally gave up and went downstairs to have a cup of coffee and wait for Harry to come 
home—she had owled him the gravity of the situation. It was almost three in the afternoon, and 
he had left early. 

Ginny did not know what to think of the situation, but she knew Hermione had not hurt herself, 
that much was sure. Harry would know. He spent more time with Ron than anybody. He would 
know if something was up. 


She took a sip of her coffee. She felt guilty and divided. Defending her brother, whom she 
viewed as kind and protective; and standing up for her friend who had been victimized. 


How horrible. She hated making decisions. Hermione was decisive, but she tended to waver. 


The front door opened and Harry came in, looking somewhat disheveled after forty-eight hours 
of work. She almost felt bad for having to deliver this bit of news to him. 


“What's happened with Hermione?” 
“You know?” 


“Ron told me he came home and she was messed up. He said it looked like she’d 
been...attacked. Someone tried to strangle her.” 


Ginny stared at her coffee, lukewarm, and quietly said, “Did he tell you that she said he did it to 
her?” 


Harry immediately said, “Ron wouldn't do that; he loves her.” 

Gently, she said, “Sometimes people hurt the ones they love the most. It isn’t alright, it is just—I 
don’t know.” She sighed, “Harry, you didn’t see her. | wouldn’t have believed my brother could 
have done that either but...” She brought her hands together, “I think it’s possible.” 

“Someone could have charmed themselves. Polyjuice. Animorgus. Pick one.” Harry was 


stubborn. 
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Ginny fixed him with a gimlet stare, “Have you noticed anything odd between them during the 
last few weeks?” 


Harry gave her a long stare, then finally sat down. Ginny knew something was up when he gave 
her that concession. 


He didn’t say anything for a moment, was staring at her hands, then slowly said, “Ron’s been 
having bachelor anxiety. He told me about it a few days ago. He said he’d been talking to 
Luna—of all people, don’t ask why—for advice. He said he couldn't talk to Hermione about it 
because she was so happy. He didn’t want to make her upset.” 

Ginny leaned back in her chair, “Idiot. Does Hermione know?” 

“| don’t know. She’s never said anything to me. Why?” 


Ginny looked at the ceiling, “Would you be uncomfortable if | talked about our relationship to, 
say, Malfoy?” 


Harry considered this, “I see.” 

“What else? | don’t think that’s the problem. It seems to be deeper. Hermione said Ron was 
agitated around her. He was distant—treating her strangely. It’s almost as if everything was 
leading up to this. That’s the only reason why | think he could have done this—that and seeing 
her. Harry...she looked so alone.” 

Harry reached across the table and picked up her coffee and downed it, wrinkling his nose. He 
wished he had something to dull the senses. He did not like the direction of this conversation; it 
was like opening pandora’s box. 

“Ron said...a few weeks ago that he had been in the middle of having sex with her and he’d 
looked at her and it hadn’t been Hermione. He’d been so scared, he kind of ran away from her, 
and Hermione had been just as startled as him, | think. But he—he’d been really freaked out.” 
Ginny put her face in her hands. 

So it was very likely that Ron had done this. 

Everything seemed to point it. 

“But that doesn’t mean that it isn’t possible someone else—* 

“No, but it’s highly unlikely Harry.” Ginny snapped, angry at him for telling her this and angry at 
him for still defending Ron. She was angry at Ron for being so mean, and angry for a lot of 
things. 

Harry did not want to think his friend capable of such things either, so he said, “Do you think 
maybe it’s because he’s under stress? | mean he’s been acting so out of sorts lately. Maybe 


he’s...| don’t know...having a mental break or something.” 


“You think he had like temporary insanity or something?” Ginny said. 
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Well, he had tried to kill her. 

“| don’t know. Ron could hurt her all along and we wouldn’t know. Ron could be crazy and we 
wouldn’t know. Right now | feel like | don’t even know him, and | think that’s how Hermione 
feels. | feel so betrayed, and he didn’t hit me.” 

Harry put his hand on hers, “Yeah but you’re his sister.” 


“He’s your friend.” 


There was a wild knock at the door, and then Neville came sprinting in, “You guys, did you see 
the paper?” 


They shook their head, “What--?” 

Ginny blanched and Harry paled. On the front page was a sobbing girl who was holding herself 
over the covered body of a boy—it read—LOVERS ATTACKED, YOUNG MAN DEAD FROM 
INJURIES. RONALD WEASLEY SUSPECT. 

Chapter 13: Helpless 


Malfoy could not recall the last time his life seemed to work so well. All his hard work was finally 
coming to fruition, and soon he would have exactly what he wanted. 


It had taken only a short amount of time to arrest him. He had been found at the bar, nursing a 
bottle of fire whiskey and bemoaning the fact that Hermione had left him. He hoped the 
reporters had a field day with that. 


Now that Malfoy was the most powerful member of the Wizengamot, although not the most 
senior, it would be very easy to see these things through to the end. 


He wanted to go to Weasley’s cell this instant and laugh in his face, but that would come in due 
time. 


He hoped Hermione was okay. He hadn’t meant to be so hurtful the last time, but it was 
necessary. If they were going to be together, then he had to make it look as if Weasley had 
done it. 

Even she would understand that type of logic. 

An owl dropped in with a message, and Malfoy picked up the scribbled note. 

Ah, so Potter wished to talk? Best not keep him waiting... 

Harry was waiting in the foyer of Malfoy manor, an imposing building which looked as if it was 
the setting of horrible deeds—as it often had been—but no longer. The elder Malfoys were long 


dead and the son was all that remained. 


Malfoy gracefully descended the stairs, an imposing figure dressed all in black. Harry was one 
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of the few people who was not cowed by Malfoy’s appearance and made an effort to appear 
oblivious. 


“You've heard?” 

“About Weasley? Then yes.” 

“Do you think it’s true?” 

“As a judge or as a Malfoy?” 

“Do you think it’s true?” Harry repeated, irritated. 

Malfoy gave him a hard stare, so much like Lucius that it was irritating, “I would not have 


thought he could do something like that. But the evidence clearly indicates otherwise. He does 
not have a criminal record, or any history violence ... ” 


Harry’s nose twitched, “I just wanted to know what you thought is all. | can’t believe it myself.” 
But he does have a history of violence, doesn’t he? And you know what that will mean, don’t 
you? Yessss, Potter, they will take one look at the evidence and condemn him for a score of 
things—just wait and see. Just wait... 


Harry looked away, “What do you think he should do? Because he didn’t do it—I know he 
didn’t.” 

Malfoy chose his words carefully, “No matter what, this case will go before the court. There’s 
just to much evidence...to many witnesses. A defense is all he needs. Besides, he is Ronald 
Weasley, the hero—very few will want to see that image tarnished.” 


Potter looked at his feet, “Yea, | figure you’d say that.” He looked at him, “Will you be on this 
case?” 


“Possibly.” 
“You worried?” 


Malfoy knew he had to say something that sounded friend-ish, so he picked, “I hope it is 
something | can do unbiased if that responsibility falls to me, but it is not one | would want.” 


Potter nodded, “Yea, me neither.” He turned to go and raised his hand in good bye. 


Malfoy watched him go, and thought of Hermione. Soon. 


Hermione was in a daze, had been ever since she had heard the news. Ron had killed? 
Last night, after hurting her? What was going on? Did she even know him? 


The house was quiet—empty—and she felt lonely. There was a cracking noise, signaling an 
apparition and she wondered if Ginny or Harry had returned. 
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Steps came up the stairs, and she heard doors opening, until finally her door opened. Hermione 
barely turned to give Draco Malfoy a barely perceptible nod. 


She didn’t know why he was here. 


The room was bright—like all of the rooms in Ginny’s house—and so Malfoy looked completely 
out of place in the doorway with his too dark robes and very gothic appearance. 


“What are you doing here?” She quietly asked. 

Malfoy always made her uncomfortable—in the way being around an ex-Nazi might make 
someone uncomfortable. He’d renounced his beliefs, yes, but she always had this niggling 
doubt if that was ever completely possible—to simply toss aside what you’d been raised, from 
birth, to believe. Was it burned into your pychi? Did you ignore it? How did you do that? 

He came into the room and stood over her—towered over her, more like. 

“Weasley’s in prison.” He softly said. 


She nodded, bleakly. 


“| put him there.” He fairly crooned, then dropped to his knees, looking up at her with wide, silver 
eyes. 


Hermione stared stupidly at Malfoy’s head, which was resting in her lap, before reacting as if 
someone had lit her on fire. She flung him away and stumbled backwards. 


“W-what? What did you say?” 
Malfoy crawled towards her, and Hermione looked for her wand—where was it, “Acc—“ 
“Silencio!” Draco hissed. “Better.” 


She tried to crawl away but he tackled her to the carpeted floor, and she froze, horrified and 
stunned. Malfoy, not Ron, was the insane one. 


Malfoy inhaled her hair, down her neck and kissed her throat. The marks were long gone, 
thanks to healing potions, but she was sensitive nonetheless. 


“Why do | like to do this all the time with you,” he moaned against her, rubbing his hard cock 
against her, “Why do you make me want to do such crazy things?” 


Hermione didn’t know what to say. 


He breathed heavily and shifted, sitting on her so that she was pinned between his legs. He 
stared down at her. 


“whatever | feel for you isn’t normal Hermione...Merlin...” He looked like he was in pain, “I’ve 
decided to make it so that we can be together. We will be together.” 
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She was shaking her head no, and he grabbed her face, “I want to see you nod your head, and 
say yes. Yes you will stay with me. Yes, you won't leave me. Yes to everything, because if you 
don’t | will make sure Weasley suffers the worse fate for his crimes. Do you understand?” 


Hermione was shaking her head and moving her mouth but no sound would come out. Angry, 
Malfoy dug his hands into her hips, “It would be so easy to end his life, just one little word, one 
little accident—he doesn’t have a wand. He doesn’t have any friends, except Potter but that only 
goes so far. And besides...” Draco smirked, “He tried to kill you.” 


When he saw realization sink in, Draco felt a satisfied smile split his face, “Yes, do you see 
now? Do you see? You are such a horrible, horrible woman. You believed he had tried to kill 
you. Don’t even recognize your own lover, do you? | think you wanted me to fuck you that 
night.” 

Malfoy lifted up her night gown and ran his hand over her pussy. He knew exactly how to get 
her wet, “I think you knew it was me, and | think you wanted me to take me cock and stick in 
you, didn’t you? Why look—just look how wet you are.” 

Aghast, Hermione was ashamed and humiliated. She was wet. She was so wet she might as 
well have been primed for the best sex ever—but this was Malfoy. The one who had tried to kill 
her, disguised as Ron. The one who had set Ron up! 

Was she mad too? She was so confused, so hurt, she wanted the void to swallow her up. 
Malfoy released his cock, and her eyes widened—he was huge. 

“Is this what you want?” He stroked his cock, “I won’t deny you.” 

Then he eased it inside, all the while staring at her. “Hermione, | want you to look at me when 
I’m fucking you. | want you to see who is fucking you, who makes you feel so good before—* He 
pulled out and slammed back in. 

She arched her back in pleasure and shame, 


“—pouring cum into you.” 


Hermione wanted to cover her face, but every time she did, he dug his fingers painfully into her 
hips. 


He pounded in and out, and it wasn’t long before he came inside her, pouring cum into her, so 
much that it leaked out and ran down her thighs. 


Stunned, and filled with self loathing she tried to roll away but he caught her up in his arms, “If 
you tell anyone, and trust me, I'll know, Weasley is dead. I’ve already got someone ready to kill 
him.” 


This was the first time, Malfoy realized, he wasn’t erasing her memory, and he felt an 
overwhelming sense of comfort in that. Soon... 


He left her there, and Hermione burst into tears. Never in her life had she felt so helpless. 
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Chapter 14: Cell 

on sat in his cell, finding comfort in nothing and wishing he could stop the world from spinning. 
He wasn’t drunk—far from it. Reality had never been this harsh; and it was frightening. 

He had never felt so alone or so separate from anybody. People looked at him like he was a 
monster; and he heard the disgust in their voice when they transferred him to his cell: the 


vaguest comments were condescending and filled with that note of revulsion. 


Many people believed he had done this, and he heard whispers of how he had taken his hands 
to Hermione—his pregnant wife—hours before the murder. 


They believed him unstable, and they believed he had been doing this for years, no doubt— 
hurting Hermione. Wasn't that the case of those with cruel lovers who hurt women? 


Ron put his head in hands and willed himself not to cry. 


Ginny had come to see him; she hadn't been able to look at him, and Harry—the doubt was 
there. 


His own friends, the very people he had fought beside for years, believed he had gone foul. 
Rotten. 


He wanted Hermione, he wanted to tell her he was sorry—for not being there. 
There was a noise—someone walking towards his cell, and he looked up to see Malfoy. 
“What are you doing here?” Ron croaked. 


Malfoy put his hands on the bars, “I want to know what happened. Potter won’t tell me 
anything.” 


Ron looked at the ceiling, “You’re a judge—won'’t it make me look bad?” 

Malfoy sighed, “The way things stand, they’re going to throw you in prison—maybe Azkaban, 
and you won’t be able to see Hermione.” Lies, “Don’t you want to be there when your baby is 
born?” 

Ron ran a hand through his hair, but did not move, “I don’t know what happened that night. | 
came home, and found her like that. I’d been out walking—trying to clear my head. Not a very 
good alibi, right?” 

Malfoy grinned inwardly, “Why would she think you had done it?” 

Ron clenched his hands into fists, “I don’t know. Hermione’s been acting strange lately. Maybe 
it's the pregnancy—I don’t know. Someone hurt her—but it wasn’t mean—! would never hurt 
her—I love her. Whoever did that to her was a monster—and he’s still out there.” 


Malfoy was irritated. Call me what you like, but I’m not wrong. She’s MINE. And soon, you won’t 
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know up from down. Just wait Weasley, when all is revealed. | can’t wait to see that look on your 
face, when everything you’ve ever wanted is taken. 


“Wait—* Malfoy lowered his voice, “That could be the key. You say she’s—changed? How so?” 
Ron frowned, “I don’t see how that is—* 

“If you didn’t attack her, but she thinks you did, then maybe something isn’t right with her.” 

Ron suddenly stood, then began pacing back and forth, “Where’s Hermione?” 

“What?” Malfoy asked, Did he know something--? 

“| think you might be right. | remember coming home a few times and thinking it wasn’t 
Hermione. Maybe we're being tricked—wait, maybe that’s not the real Hermione? Could this be 
a giant set-up to get me in prison? | mean me and Hermione were great until this ‘other’ showed 
up and—* 

Malfoy almost choked, No, still a fool. 


“—wait, or maybe what tricked me is what tricked Hermione? Maybe it’s a dopplanger or 
something? Malfoy? Malfoy?” 


Malfoy had been busy fantasizing what it would be like to cut Weasley’s tongue out—his voice 
was annoying, but he shook himself out of that fantasy. 


“Will you be willing to share this testimony in court? | think it is vital to not having you put away 
in prison. In fact, |can promise you will not be sent to prison.” 


“Of course.” Weasley was pacing again, his energy returned, “Thanks Malfoy—can you talk to 
Hermione about this?” 


Malfoy smiled, “With pleasure.” 

Hermione was like a ghost. Ginny and Harry left her alone, not so much out of concern but they 
themselves were also dealing with the trauma of Ron’s crimes. They could give no one comfort, 
least of all Hermione who was bemoaning something greater. 

Malfoy had ordered her to meet him at her home, and so she had gone. Did she really have a 
choice? She could not counter her own word—and the evidence of ‘Ron’s’ assault. 
Investigator’s could find no sign of foul play or evidence that the charm had been broken—which 
made her wonder how Malfoy had gotten in. 


But he was an excellent spell-caster; one of the best. 


She sat in the living room of their small home, and felt deadened. Weak. She didn’t care about 
much other than Ron, who was so far away at the moment as to be a dream. 


She had spent hours trying to find ways to get him out, but he would have to serve a sentence 
unless other evidence was discovered—she needed another person, and there was only 
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Malfoy, whom she could not connect to the crime other than her word. But in between, Ron 
could wind up dead. 


She knew Malfoy would deliver on that threat. He wasn’t...stable. The polished image he 
presented was a cutout of the late Malfoy, but underneath he was unstable, crazy—she sensed 
this was the real Draco. The one from school, the personality he had learned to disguise. 


It was frightening. She could not be sure of anything, other than his desire to hurt Ron by using 
her. 


The front door opened, and Draco Malfoy strode in, looking haughty and otherwise untouched. 
The way he usually looked. If this was two days ago she would have asked him to sit and made 
tea. 

Hermione stared at him for a moment, then turned to look at the wall. 

Malfoy took the seat on the sofa across from her and crossed his legs, arms stretched out 
negligently. He looked lazy and comfortable, and put his head back, so all one could see was 
the sharp lines of his jaw and the curve of his chin. 


“| paid a visit to Weasley today. He fancies that something...or someone...was involved in this 
escapade. Would you care to learn more?” 


Hermione put her hands over her ears, trying to shut him out, but he kept speaking, and she 
heard him quite clearly. 


“Unlike you, who immediately believed the worse of him, he toyed with the idea of you being 
responsible for this for only a minute. He immediately jumped to the idea that it could have been 
someone else.” Malfoy paused and lifted his head up, regarding her quivering form with silver 
eyes, “Ms. Granger, do you know what | think?” 

Hermione had no idea what he thought, because he was unpredictable and certifiable insane. 


“Come over her, and let me tell you.” 


She glanced up, and saw the glint in his eyes, the pose that seemed to scream devil, devil, 
devil. 


“| promise not to bite,” he cooed, and fluttered his eyes while pouting his lips—a move which 
would have looked ridiculous on most men but was alluring, and terrifying on him. 


Hermione feared for her safety and looked around, but knew this was for Ron. Ron needed her. 
She would do this. 


With great reluctance, she stood and walked over to Draco, who looked up at her with an 
expression that bordered between amusement and euphoria. He suddenly reminded her of the 
mad-hatter. 


“Darling, sit down, please sit down.” 


She gingerly did as he commanded, and it was a full minute of bone rattling silence, before he 
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jerked her so hard against him that her teeth clicked together. 

She was breathing heavily, and was crying. Crying, she wanted to run away but couldn't. 

Ron needed her, and she needed to be brave. Be strong. It was killing her, but she could do it. 
While running his hands over her breasts, squeezing and groping, he whispered in her ear, 
“Tomorrow | have a wonderful surprise for you. Just you wait, you’re going to love it. Hermione, 


you like my surprises, don’t you?” 


She didn’t know how to respond, and so he tugged her hair and repeated his question, “Do | 
have to punish you? Hermione do you never learn?” 


“Wh-what?” 


He ran his tongue up her throat and kissed her with a sickening adoration that made her skin 
crawl, “Do you imagine yourself a sacrifice, giving up everything for the one you love? You 
always forget you’ve done this many, many times before.” 


She jerked back suddenly, and Draco, who had pulled her shirt down, pinched a nipple hard. It 
hurt. 


“| want to be nice, but you don’t like it when I’m nice, do you Hermione?” His voice was rising 
with his anger, “You want me to hurt, don’t you? You like it when | do this—“ he tore her shirt 
open down the front, exposing her front and biting, biting her breast so hard she howled. 


“And you love it when | do this,” He kicked the coffee table out of the way; it was amazing it 
didn't splinter, and turned her over. He turned her onto her stomach so that she kneeled over 
the sofa and pulled down her pants, roughly, his nails tearing her skin. 


“Oh my God,” She sobbed, trying to get away then, too scared to commit to her stalwart plan of 
rescuing, “Oh God—* 


Malfoy had exposed her ass, was pushing her legs apart with his knees and was breathing 
heavily, “Yes Hermione, oh my God is right—“ 


He thrust into her pussy, and she grunted, shocked by how full she was, at the painful invasion, 
and the concept of Malfoy inside of her. 


“—do you like it? It's what you agreed to, remember that Hermione.” He was grunting, slamming 
into her with such force that she knew she would be bruised his fingers digging into her hips. 


Her face was buried in her arms as she tried to ignore the building sensation—completely 
unwanted—as he assaulted her. 


“always you behave this way, but in the end I’m the one who makes you cum, isn’t that true 
Hermione? I’m the one who gives you ecstasy, and | always let you forget because | care.” 


Hermione was crying, begging for him to stop even as she came. He rode his orgasm to the 
end, and then leaned over her, breathing on her back. 
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“Sometimes | really fucking hate you,” He stroked her hair, her back, gently, “I want to hurt you 
sometimes Hermione,” 


He sounded like a little boy and rested his head on her shoulders, “But | love you so much, | 
think. Don’t worry—” He kissed her back, “There won’t be any barriers soon.” 


Hermione didn’t say anything; she just cried. 
Chapter 15: Lies and Deceit 


on stood in the center of the room, and everyone’s testimony had been heard. Everyone except 
Ron, who finally came foreword, looking around uncomfortably. 


He looked at Hermione, and she looked tired, with circles under her eyes. Knowing her, he 
might have thought she was sick. 


Clearing his throat, he delivered his side of the story—how he came home, what had happened, 
and the events leading up to that night, including the night when he thought Hermione had been 
someone else. He argued that someone else had perpetuated the crime—since he had never 
done anything like this before—and it could only have been someone else. 


Afterwards, he could only wait. The waiting was the worse part. He tried to recall what he had 
said, but all he could see was Hermione’s face in front of him. 


It was a picture of how she had been before everything—before this nightmare—had begun. 
She was happy, and she was glowing. 


He had to get better; he had to get out of here for her. He owed her that much—he hadn’t been 
there when she needed him the most but he could at least keep things together until then. 


The sound of footsteps pierced his thoughts, and he looked up to see two steel faced wizards— 
aurors—whom he did not know and between them stood the guard. 


Ron stood and followed them to the chamber, where his sentence was so to be read. 


He looked around—he wanted to see Hermione, and when his eyes met with her, he felt as if 
his world had become a little bit less scary. 


He opened his mouth but nothing came out, and she leaned foreword, her eyes burning into his 
with the same intensity. 


“Ronald Weasley, the Wizengamot finds you innocent, on reasons of lunacy. It is the courts 
decision to commit you to St. Helena’s in hopes that you might be given adequate treatment.” 


Ron wished it were a nightmare but the tears on Hermione’s face were real, and she was 
shaking her head, even as the guards took him away, he looked at her. He didn’t want to be 
separated from her. 

Malfoy made his way towards Hermione, who refused to look at him. 


He touched her shoulder and she shrank away, as if burned. 


At 


“Don’t touch me—you disgust me.” 
Malfoy dug his nails into her shoulder so hard she nearly cried out. 


“Don’t you want to go speak to him? We have some time yet, before they move him. Unless, 
that is, you’d rather—* 


She looked at him, “Please—“ 

Malfoy nearly scowled, “Don’t get so excited. Quickly.” 

He led her away from everyone, sidestepping people who had questions, and it was easy to get 
to see a prisoner—she was after all the prisoner’s fiancée and he was Draco Malfoy. What 
could one expect? 

They found Weasley sitting on the floor, his head in his hands. Of course. 

“Ron—* She reached into the cell, and Weasley looked up. 

“Hermione!” He stood and ran to the bars, but Malfoy interrupted, pulling her back. 

Ah, so now it unfolded... 

Weasley was confused, looking at Malfoy, “Hermione? I’m sorry—* 

“Ron, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry—* Malfoy leaned down and kissed her slowly, leisurely. 

Ron saw red. 

In a vicious, cold voice he directed at Malfoy, he said “Let her go.” 

“| don’t want to.” Malfoy kissed her jaw, “I quite like it actually, kissing her that is.” 


Ron was squeezing the bars, and his face was red. Flushed with outrage. He was helpless, 
absolutely helpless to intervene and stop. 


“It was you, wasn’t it—“ Ron said with dawning horror, stumbling back as the full weight of 
Malfoy’s betrayal hit him. 


Malfoy grinned like a little boy, “Bingo!” 
Hermione was sobbing, “Ron, I’m sorry, | was scared, I’m sorry for not believing in you—* 


Ron grabbed a hold of the bars and pressed his face against them, desperate to relieve her 
pain, “Don’t worry, it’s in the past, you didn’t hurt me, I’m sorry | couldn’t protect you. |—* 


Malfoy was more than irritated by their display of affection—Hermione should only look at him, 
after all, but he savored the pain in Weasley’s eyes. 


“Do you know how much you fail at being a man, Weasley?” Malfoy crooned, caressing 
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Hermione’s skin, “Let me tell you, in detail.” 

“Malfoy, I’m going to fucking kill you.” 

Ignoring him, Malfoy continued, “Remember years ago, in school? Yes, that’s when it all began. 
The great...epic love story between Hermione and I. It was so great, so deep, that not even | 
knew what it was. 

“How did it begin you ask? Thank-you for asking. It was a beautiful day, and Hermione,” Malfoy 
ran a hand possessively over her breasts, “ was walking to class. She was smaller then. Do you 
remember? Her breasts are better now, of course, but—anyways, I’m getting off topic. | took her 
into the girls room—the ladies room—and fucked her. | fucked her hard—it was mindblowing, 
that first fuck.” 


Ron was shaking his head, his fist in his mouth, and Hermione was hanging on Malfoy’s arm, 
supported by him. She looked hysterical, and Ron was crying.. 


“My God, Hermione, I’m sorry, | didn’t know—he, he did those things—* 

Malfoy laughed, it was high, and soft, “Fool, Hermione didn’t know either. A quick charm and 
things are right as rain. It was incredible. And you know what the best part is Weasley? Do you 
really want to know how many times | fucked her like that?” 


“You fucking monster,” Weasley looked like he was going to have a conniption and Malfoy could 
not stop laughing. He rattled the bars. 


It was everything he had imagined and so much more. 

“lve had her hundreds of times, more times than you could possibly count over the years— 
fucking her, loving her, raping her, whatever you want to call it I’ve done it with her—* He 
rubbed her belly, “And can you believe after all that fucking you lay this, this, abomination in 
her?!” 


Annoyed, he threw Hermione away, so that she landed in a heap on the floor. 


“YOU FUCKING BASTARD, I’LL KILL YOU!!! YOU JUST WAIT MALFOY, I'LL HUNT YOU 
DOWN AND KILL YOU!” 


Guards rushed in, and Malfoy bent to retrieve Hermione, who was having a panic attack. 


“He frightened her,” Malfoy said, all seriousness, then to Weasley, “Don’t worry, they will take 
good care of you at St. Helena’s.” 


Ron was sobbing and angry, punching the bars with his fists as he watched Malfoy walk off with 
Hermione in his arms, “FUCKING FUCK!” 


Malfoy smiled down at Hermione, “Don’t worry darling, we’ll be home soon.” 


Chapter 16: End 
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When Hermione awoke, she was staring up at a plain gray ceiling. 


She slowly sat up and realized that the walls were bare, and it was windowless, as far as she 
could see. 


There was a doorway—the door had been removed—not far from where she was. 
She was on a plain four poster bed, and she did not know where she was. 
Nor did she care. 


Hermione rolled onto her side and scrunched into a tiny ball. Her eyes were wet, and were tired 
from crying, but every time she thought of Ron, new waves of tears came. 


She closed her eyes. She wanted to die. She wanted Ron, but she wasn’t going to have him 
anytime soon, probably never if Malfoy had anything to say about it. 


Malfoy who was crazy. 


Malfoy, who apparently for years had been attacking her, raping her, doing all sorts of things to 
her—and erasing her memory. 


Because he loved her? She cringed. Ron loved her. Malfoy was crazy. Insane. She was terrified 
of him. 


And now she was trapped, because Ron needed her to be strong; because Malfoy would hurt 
him if she didn’t cooperate. 


She covered her face with her hands and shook with the force of her sobs; it was unfair. It 
wasn't right. Things were not supposed to be this way. 


“You've awoken.” 
A soft voice, from behind her. 


She tensed. When had he come? She wanted to run and hide. He was the bogeyman; the 
monster. 


She felt a hand on her back, and hated him, hated everything, everyone. Why her? Why this? 


Malfoy turned her to face him, and she looked at him, because she knew he would be angry if 
she closed her eyes. 


He watched her with wide eyes. He didn’t look like a crazy person right now—he looked like the 
regular Malfoy. 


Which only made him so much scarier, because she couldn’t put him in a neat box. He was 
harder to label. Easier to deceive others--like he had done to her, to Harry, and Ron. 


“Did you sleep well?” He murmured, “I wanted to hold you, but | had work.” 
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He paused, then traced her lips, “Don’t ever think about him, because I'll know. | just can’t stand 
it Hermione.” 


He leaned down and kissed her softly, reverently. “I'll take care of you. It'll be wonderful. 
Perfect. We'll be happy.” 


She couldn't stop the tears. She’d been crying so much, and Malfoy grew agitated, running a 
hand through his hair. 


“What the fuck is the matter? | took care of everything—he isn’t in prison. | could have killed him 
and | didn’t. | could have just kept fucking you in secret and you never would have known—isn’t 
this better Hermione? Isn’t it more honest?” 


He leaned closer, “Why should | have to hide my wants? | want you, so | took you. Quit pissing 
me of!” 


She flinched, and he pushed her onto her stomach. 


Malfoy had a perpetual hard-on when he was around her. He had planned to take it slow today, 
but she always managed to drive him over the edge. 


Like now, she was squirming against his cock, just trying to evade it, like she didn’t really want 
it. He loved the games, their loveplay. 


Laughing, he pulled her dress up and clutched her pussy with his hand, then leaned in to hiss in 
her ear, “You are mine Hermione, get used to it.” 


She gasped when he rammed his cock into her, and cried out sharply when he drew out to slam 
back in. 


He pulled out and turned her onto her back and brought his chest down to her, so that it rubbed 
against her breasts. Her body was hot, and she was breathing heavily, her face pale and taut. 


“Don’t you want me too, Hermione?” 


She gave him a wild-eyed look—not the answer he wanted, so he slammed into her again, and 
cruelly played with her tits. 


He looked angry as he took her, and even when he had spilled his cum in her, it wasn’t enough. 


He pulled out and rammed into her ass, causing her to howl in pain. “Whores like it here, don’t 
they? Don’t they?!” 


Hermione screamed, he was tearing her apart it hurt, and she couldn’t shake him off no matter 
how badly she tried to unseat him. 


He kept thrusting, a relentless pain, and she though she would black out from it all, but he 
began shooting his cum into her, and he slowed, stroking her back. 


He pulled out of her, murmuring sweet words, love words, then pulled her against him. 
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She ached, and she wanted to kill him and herself, but couldn’t. She was so humiliated, so 
miserable, and felt worthless. Why was she alive? Because she breathed. 


Malfoy rubbed her stomach, caressing her breasts, while whispering in her ear, 
“lloveyoulloveyoulloveyou...” Over and over again, like a chant. 


She thought of the future stretching ahead of her and wept. 

Fin. 
--| wanted to show a vicious, evil and as the story progressed insane Malfoy who is paired with 
a Hermione who is very much in love with Ron; she is not supposed to like Malfoy-- but if you 
want to interpret it that way, that's cool— 
--love darkfics; hope this satisfies your desires 


--Thanks everyone for the reviews! 
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